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CHAPTER II.

IT is but yesterday, when I felt that to be " a
pot-hunter"* was the lowest step of degrada-
tion ; and I was quite right, for then I lived at
home ; my father had an admirable kennel of
pointers and spaniels, a couple of well-stocked
manors, and a zealous keeper. But, since then,
<c a change came o'er the spirit of my dream,"
and my finances not so flourishing that I could
keep up a shooting establishment on the footing
which I have hitherto enjoyed. At present I
am provided with sustenance at the cost of one
shilling a meal; but should I procure a dinner
elsewhere, which seldom happened, or my fish-
ing-rod prove effective, which it never did, a
proportionate deduction ensues in the cost of
my repast.

Once or twice, as September approached, it
crossed my mind that this kind of economy was
not entirely to be overlooked. But, no, no!
True, I had got under a cloud, and " my house-
hold gods lie shivered around me;" but, to be-

* One who kills game exclusively to lessen his butcher's
bill.